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Kent You swear but on a popish Testament:
Such oaths are all as worthless as the book

Mary Stuart. I swear upon the book wherein I

trust:

Would you give rather credit to mine oath
Sworn on your scriptures that I trust not in?

Kent Madam, I fain would have you heartily
Renounce your superstition; toward which end
With us the godly dean of Peterborough,
Good Richard Fletcher, well approved for iaith
Of God and of the queen, is hither come
To proffer you his prayerful ministry.

Mary Stuart, If you, my lords, or he will pray for

me,

I shall be thankful for your prayers ; but may not
With theirs that hold another faith mix mine.
I pray you therefore that mine almoner may
Have leave to attend on me, that from his hands
I, having made confession, may receive
The sacrament.

Kent              We may not grant you this,

Mary Stuart I shall not see my chaplain ere I

die?

But two months gone this grace was granted me
By word expressly from your queen, to have
Again his ministration: and at last
In the utter hour and bitter strait of death
Is this denied me?

Kent                     Madam, for your soul

More meet it were to cast these mummeries out,